

The ChronieleH^fierU 


^ofi* I prethy fweeteiiicatt, let me bring diecCofaneai 
Pifi* Nofar,nofijr« 

Bir. Wcllfir/oi&wiigonc.GbdbewthhiBi, 
he is in Arthors bbrom.tfcuer any weic : 

He went away as if it were a cry fombd childei 
Befweene twelue and tme, 
luft at turning of the tide: 

His nofe was as Iharpeas a pen; 

For when I faw him fumble with the' (beetesy '' 

And talk of floures, and ftnile rpo his finger* 

I knew there was no way bntone* 

How now Hrlihn quoth 1? 

And he cry ed three timeS|GodjiGodiGod> 

Nowl to comfort himybad him not think ofGo 
I hope there was no fiich iYced« 

Then he bad raepur more cloathes athisfeete: 

And I felt to them,and they wercas coldas any flm... 
And to bis knees, and they wereascold asany none.* 
Andfo vpward,and Vpward,^d all wasat cold asanyfldnii 
'Nm» They fay he cride out on Sack. 

■Hafl. Idiat he did. 

Sty* And of women. 

HoH. No that he did not. 

Boy. Yes that hedidrand hefed they were dtuels iocanwt. 
Hojl* Indeedcarnatiotfwasacolourheneactloued. 
Nm, ‘VVell be did cry otic on women. 

Heft. Indeed he did in fome fort handle yromen. 

But then he was rumaticke, and talktof the whoreof 

. Siy* Hoftes do you remember he faw a Flea Hand 
y pon Bardolfes Nofe^aad fed it was a black fotde 

Jkp. 


Burning in hell fire^ 
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^(tr* W«H» God be with himt 
That was all the wealth I got in hit feruicco 
Mw. Shall we (hog oflfif 
The king wil be gone from SoMhat^toft. 

Pift. dcare vp thy ctiftalles, 

Looke to my chattels and ray rooueablet. 

Truft noncuhe word is pitch and pay; 

Mens words are wafer cakes, 

And holdtaft-is the only dog my draw. 
Therefore cophetua be thy counfellor. 

Touch her (oft lips and part. 

Ber, Farewell nodes. 

Ni»f* I cannot kistand thetes the humor of it. 
But adieu. 

Pift* Kcepc faft.thy bugglc boe. 

Sxitemu/* 

Enter King £/Trancc,Bourbon, Dolphin, 
and others. 

King* Now you Lords of Orknnee* 

Of Benrbon, and of Berry* 

You fee the Kingof England is not flack. 

For he i« footed on this land alreadie. 

Dolphin. My grattotts Lord, tis meet we all goe 


And armc vs againd the foe; 


(footth. 


And Tie w the weak & fickly parts of Frnotce: 

But let vs do it with no diow of feare, 

No with no more, then if we hca> d 
England vt ere bulled with a Moris dance. 

For my good LordiHicis fo idely kingd, 

Her feepter fo fantadically borne. 

So guided by a (hallo w humorous youth, 

That (care atten ds her not. 

Cen* O peace Ptince De\phm,yavt dcceitte yow felfe, 

c au 









